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	1. Chapter 1

When I woke up, I sat up groggily and rubbed my eyes. As soon as I tried, my hands accidentally plunged into my head. I screamed silently and yanked them out, but I felt no pain. Something doesn't feel right. I looked down at my hands, and my eyes widened when I saw that they were white and bony. Wait, how could I see if I don't have eyes? And if I do have eyes, why did my hands go into my head without any pain? What am I thinking? I have eyes, don't I? I can't remember right now. My head hurts too much for me to care, and everything is fuzzy. Why does it hurt? Did I hit my head?

I glanced to the right and saw a short skeleton sitting on a bed staring back at me. It was wearing a blue hoodie and a white turtleneck. Little white pupils glowed in its eye sockets, and a seemingly permanent grin was etched onto its face. I froze, not wanting to provoke it. I had no idea what it would do if I moved. After a couple minutes, I gathered the courage and raised my hand and waved hesitantly. The skeleton mimicked my actions. I frowned, and it frowned with me. Suddenly, I had a chilling realization. I slowly turned my head to look at my arm.

It was smothered in the sleeve of a blue hoodie. That was ME in the mirror.

I started to hyperventilate, terrified. Was this a joke? Who was I? I couldn't remember my name, my age - I couldn't remember ANYTHING. Was this normal? Was everyone a skeleton? What if it was just me? Maybe I have a family of skeletons somewhere. Do I even have a family? Do I even have FRIENDS?

_Your mind goes numb…_

I screamed and leapt out of bed, looked up and realized that I had no idea where I was. Who put me here? I don't remember this at all. I took one step and crumpled to the floor. My legs felt like jelly. I tried to get up to no avail, and then I froze. Footsteps, presumably running up a set of stair by the sound of it, and voices. Voices. I need to get out of here. But how do I get out if I can't move? I realized I was stuck here. Confusion, terror, and fear sent me over the edge.

_You are overwhelmed with pain..._

I began to scream like a maniac as my pounding headache became a tidal wave, spreading through my body like liquid fire. Bringing my knees up to my chest, I buried my face in my hands and sobbed, still screaming. It HURT. I just wanted it to stop, just make it go away -

My body burst into blue flames, and I lost it once again, crying even harder. The door slammed open, and a flood of people crowded into the room - a tall skeleton dressed in strange clothes, a fish lady holding a glowing blue spear, a yellow triceratops, a tall white goat lady, a humanoid robot, and a human clad in a blue and purple sweater.

"BROTHER! CALM DOWN! I, THE GREAT PAPYRUS, SHALL COMFORT YOU!" The skeleton yelled. He scooped me up in a hug, and I froze. Why did this feel so...safe? So familiar? The pain started to ebb, and my screams began to die down.

That is, until the fish lady appeared out of nowhere and yelled, "Papyrus, get away! What if he hurts you?" I looked at everyone and saw that they all had attacks primed and ready - the fish with her spear, the dinosaur had some sort of gun in her hands while the goat's were coated in flames, the robot had a laser instead of a hand pointing at me, and the human was in a battle stance with a dagger in their hands. They didn't want to help me. They wanted to hurt me. Nononononono-

My screams resumed, and I caught on fire once more. The skeleton - Papyrus, I think - dropped me with a yelp and backed away to avoid further injury. I scrambled back until I hit the wall, and my pain increased tenfold. I could hear the shouts of the people in the room and saw the drop their weapons and run towards me. Everything sounded muffled and my vision was blurry because of the tears pouring out of my eyes.

_Otherworldly voices linger around you…_

I just wanted to run. Far far away. It seemed that I knew these people, but I couldn't remember who they were, or if they were friend or foe. I wanted, no, I needed to remember. Who was I? Where was I? Who are these people? I couldn't remember through the burning pain.

Suddenly, everything froze. The fire was gone, and so was the pain. I was sitting in the snow in the middle of a forest. I looked around and found no one there. I closed my eyes, willing the tears to stop. To my surprise, they did. Breathing a sigh of relief, I opened my eyes and looked down at my hands. What do I do now?

_Impending doom approaches…_

Suddenly, a shadow fell over me. Confused, I looked up. A tall figure in a black cloak loomed over me. But what was terrifying was its face. A cracked white oval, one eye with a small blue pinprick of light, the other with orange. A smile was plastered onto its face, but but it was made in such a way that it looked like an eternal scream at the same time.

**Hello, Sans. It's been a long time, hasn't it?**

**Don't you remember? It's me**

**Dadster.**

My shrieks tore through the woods, the only audible sound piercing the night.

**A/N: Most of this chapter was just screaming and crying, but it'll hopefully pick up soon. This is my second fanfic, but I wasn't really into the first one so I deleted it. I hope this one turns out good. ~Darkmoon**


	2. Chapter 2

**A/N: Sorry, I had to put that Dadster joke in there last chapter. Anyone get the Terraria reference? No? Just me? Ok. I'm trying to update more, but school decided that it hated me and dumped a shit ton of homework on me. Also, I'm working on an actual book so this will be a slow moving story.**

I stared up in horror at the figure, taking in its features. Did it just say Dadster? Did I know him?

_No sudden moves, no sudden moves...fuck it, I'm out. _I scrambled to my feet, nearly tripping backwards in my haste to get away from this...thing. Pivoting on my foot, not realizing that it was probably a bad idea to turn my back on him, I began to do so anyway, my foot kicking up snow in the process. I barely got two feet away before something wrapped around my neck and pulled me back, kicking and letting out choked screams.

No matter how I struggled, nothing worked. I was still being pulled back. I turned around to look at my assailant and found its back to me, slowly...gliding? I couldn't see its footsteps, so I assumed it was kind of hovering. It was far enough so that I couldn't kick it, but close enough to grab me again should I escape. I felt my body begin to go numb; even though I didn't need to breathe, extended strain on my spinal column would still have an effect on me.

Tears began to form. Everything that had happened had been a nightmare since I woke up, and this wasn't helping. I needed to defend myself, and deep down I knew that I once knew how to do so, but with the pain in my bones and the memory loss I couldn't think. Then I remembered what happened when I had panicked last time. That was defense...right? Even if it hurt like hell, I would take it over being dragged into the void with Gaster. _What? Where did that come from? Why can't I remember? I know this guy!_

My only plan of attack was to panic until something happened. So I tried. It wasn't hard to get worked up; all I had to do was think of that fish lady gripping her spear, the cracked face looming above me, my vision going black as I was dragged through the ice…

That did it. My screams returned, with it the blue fire. Strangely, there was no pain this time. My efforts were revitalized: I kicked and screamed and thrashed until I gained the attention of the thing in front of me. It turned around and looked at me with a smile that somehow housed anger and exasperation. My terror had originally been fake. I had just used it to spark the blue magic. But seeing that smile had given it life. It reminded me of something I couldn't find amid the mess that was my memory. A name came to me: Chara. I didn't know what it meant, but the name sparked enough fear and unease that I knew it was bad.

I still hadn't teleported. That wasn't good. It was starting to walk towards me and I panicked even more than I already had. I screwed my sockets shut and silently called out for help. Suddenly there was a huge sound. And then nothing. I peeked out from behind my hands to find a dragon skull with glowing blue eyes. The thing was nowhere in sight, and I breathed a sigh of relief. The dragon skull didn't bother me; it felt somehow familiar. It spared me a glance and then dissolved into nothingness.

It took me a while to find the town, but I succeeded. My gut told me to head towards one of the buildings. It was a two story wooden house with the roofs covered in snow. To the right was a small igloo, and to the left were two mailboxes. One of them was brimming with mail, the other was completely empty. It seemed nice enough. Steeling myself for whatever may come, I reached up and turned the doorknob, letting myself inside.


End file.
